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John Gould Fletcher 

And then — supreme revelation of the river — 

The tackle is loosed, the long gang-plank swings outwards; 

And poised at the end of it, half naked beneath the search- 
light, 

A blue-blaek negro with gleaming teeth waits for his 
chance to leap. 

THE SILENCE 

There is a silence which I carry about with me always — 
A silence perpetual, for it is self-created; 
A silence of heat, of water, of unchecked fruitfulness, 
Through which each year the heavy harvests bloom, and 
burst, and fall. 

Deep, matted green silence of my South, 

Often, within the push and the scorn of great cities, 

I have seen that mile-wide waste of water swaying out 

to you, 
And on its current glimmering I am going to the sea. 

There is a silence I have achieved — I have walked beyond 
its threshold. 

I know it is wfthout horizons, boundless, fathomless, per- 
fect. 

And some day maybe, far away, 

I shall curl up in it at last and sleep an endless sleep. 

John Gould Fletcher 
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